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In eternity, decades passed like months, years like days and a day itself hardly felt like a blink of an eye in the 
grand scheme of things. It made remembering yearly events particularly daunting. Especially to the one who'd 
been around longest of the bunch. When faced with limitless time, Jimmy had no problems coming up with new 
skills and languages to learn and projects to work on. As long as he had no deadline, he could do whatever he 
wanted whenever he wanted. The projects and the knowledge only had a downside when he was supposed to be 


remembering something important. 


The October moon had snuck up on him again, just like it had every single time he was in charge of the 


meetings. Jimmy didn't mind being in charge of the meetings. On the contrary; he quite enjoyed playing host. 


In his younger years, he had recoiled at the prospect of having to host any kind of party, much preferring 

solitude. But after a couple hundred years, solitude grew dull. He was still quite stiff as a host the first couple 
of times, but after a decade of meetings or so, he started to loosen up and properly know the other blokes in 
the group as his best mates. All except for the new blood. But it wouldn't be long before he'd meld in with the 


group. 


The meetings used to be dry and very parliamentary-style, but after so long of having the same get- 


togethers year after year, the entire group loosened up from having meetings to almost a yearly party. All 
the diplomacy was gone, and if Jimmy was perfectly honest, he preferred it that way. They didn't have much 
room to have a proper party, but a few drinks and catching up with each other was something that he could 


genuinely look forward to. 


Having been around for so long, Jimmy had all but given up on forming friendships with anyone outside the 
group. Friends were possible, but just such a hassle. The friendship couldn't exist longer than a decade without 
the other party wondering why Jimmy didn't have a single new wrinkle or even one gray hair. He'd tried a few 
times to make friends, but after having to explain himself after a couple of years, the friend he tried to have 
would either turn white as a sheet after finding out Jimmy's true nature, or, in the rare occasion, be 


completely fine with it, but die after what seemed like far too brief a time together. 


The little house on the outskirts of LA was big enough to host the group for a couple of nights, but did 
become cramped after the meeting was over. The local residents kept away from there, thanks to a couple of 
superstitions spread around that it was haunted, but for a couple of evenings once a year, the little house 


played host to the group. 


Currently, just to Jimmy, who was setting up the table. The table was the centerpiece of the entire meeting. 
At the beginning, before anyone arrived, all that was on it was four candles; one for each member of the 
group. 


When the sun was setting, Jimmy was carefully lighting them one by one, beginning with the shortest candle; 
his own. As the founder of the group, his had been lit the most times, making it the smallest. The taller the 
candle, the lower the ranking. He stopped after three candles, blowing out the match carefully. As per tradition, 
the initiation of a new group member merited a new candle, which would be lit when the meeting had its 
official beginning. Which really should have been a couple of minutes ago, Jimmy noted, checking the colour of 


the sky outside. The rest of the group was bordering on late, but it was bound to happen on occasion. 


There was only one window in the small house, high enough up that all anyone could see from it was the sky. 


Since it was all anyone who occupied the house needed it for, it suited them just fine. 


By the time he was beginning to grow irritated with the rest of his group, the first knock came at the door. 
Three hits, firm, but not too loud. Just by the knock, Jimmy knew that his third-in-command was at the door. 
But there was still one test to pass before he let him in. The tests were necessary, Jimmy knew, but his 


excitement was high enough that he hardly remembered to perform it. 


He lifted the large hood of his robe over his head before opening the door, making sure his face was obscured. 
The man at the door was wearing an identical one, covering all but his mouth. The two bowed to each other, 
the visitor and then the host. It was not only a sign of respect for each other, but also performed as an 
extra precautionary measure to confuse any kids playing a prank and wanting to enter the house. It wasn't a 
test, exactly, but it helped Jimmy know that it was definitely one of his own. The true test came when the 
visitor lifted the side of his lip with one hooked finger, revealing a fang matching up with the age Jimmy knew 
his third-in-command to be. To prove his own identity, Jimmy did the same. 


Once all proof had been provided that they were indeed both who they were supposed to be, Jimmy let his 
visitor inside. No sooner had the door been slammed shut behind him before the two gave each other a firm, 


excited embrace. 
‘Jimmy, you ol bastard, how've you been?" Ozzy grinned, lowering his hood. 


"Can't complain. You?" Jimmy shrugged off his own hood, leading Ozzy out of the doorway and into the main 
(only) room of the house where the table sat. There were no chairs around it, which would have been an 


inconvenience if the group ever felt the need to rest. It was mostly just habit. 


"Been fucking bored since the last meeting. Tried to take up drinking again, but you took all the fucking fun out 
of it," Ozzy chuckled, leaning against the wall of the room. 


"Sue me," Jimmy retorted simply, smiling as he handed Ozzy a glass. "| wanted to keep the bottle closed until 
everyone else got here, but they're late, so you get the first cup," he explained, pulling the cork out of an old, 
unlabeled wine bottle. The contents inside were about as far from wine as one could get, but it didn't dampen 


Ozzy's excitement any. 


"Fucking aces! When's it from?" He asked, pouring himself a hefty glass. Almost enough to be considered 
greedy. 


"A few years after you. Remember the blonde?" Jimmy took the bottle from Ozzy and poured himself a glass, 
his hands nearly trembling with anticipation 


"You're fucking kidding! | didn't know we had any of the blonde left!" Ozzy sputtered, practically dropping his 


glass in excitement. 


"This is the last of him. Cheers to the airheaded fooll" Jimmy grinned, clinking his glass against Ozzy's. The two 
took careful sips as two hard knocks came at the door. The second-in-command had arrived, and if he had 


obeyed Jimmy's orders, he'd have brought the new recruit with him. 


Almost like clockwork, both Jimmy and Ozzy set down their glasses on a nearby shelf and raised their hoods 
before opening the door. Only one dark figure stood there, which made Jimmy grit his teeth. He wanted to 
unleash Hell on his right-hand man, but he couldn't say anything until they had gone through the proper 
protocol. The new arrival bowed deeply, followed by Jimmy and finally Ozzy behind him. Three lips were raised 
to reveal three fangs and the new arrival entered the little house. Jimmy's hood was down the second the 


door closed, his eyes practically glowing with fury. 


"Alice, | give you one fucking assignment this year; bring the new blood. So where the fuck is he?" Alice 
shrugged off his own hood, his face showing equal parts rage and shame. 


"| looked everywhere for him, Jim. He was supposed to meet me in his apartment, but the whole place was 


deserted. It looked like he hadn't been there in months. No scent," he protested. Jimmy exhaled sharply, 
dragging his fingers through his hair. 


"No scent.. It takes months for all scent to go away.." He murmured, beginning to pace slightly. 


"Alice, are you fucking telling us that there's a fucking new blood wandering the streets of LA. during fucking 
October moon?" Ozzy asked, a slight hysterical chuckle in his voice. 


"He could be anywhere. Literally anywhere in the world by now," Alice sighed, the rage subsiding to worry. 
Whether it was for the safety of the world at the hands of the new blood or because he had never seen 


Jimmy so mad, Alice himself wasn't sure. 


"Gentlemen, we don't have the time to assume he's anywhere but LA. If you're as thirsty as | am, you know 
there's not that kind of time." Jimmy spoke in an even voice, keeping his temper under control. It was usually 
fairly simple to do so, but danger was going to befall someone if the new blood wasn't in LA. "We're going to 
investigate the apartment, then split up from there. Am | making myself clear?" 


Both Alice and Ozzy nodded as they raised their hoods. The meeting would have to be put on hold until the new 


blood was tracked down. 


wvunu 


Nikki Sixx was sitting at the bar when he first became aware. Aware of the thousands of dull, throbbing noises 
in his ears, surrounding him at different speeds and volumes. Aware of the moonlight sneaking in from behind 


the door. And most of all, he was aware of the horrific thirst that was plaguing his throat. 


In nearly an instant, it became drier than he had ever experienced before, and no amount of desperate gulps 
from the beer sitting in front of him did any good to quench it. In fact, it accomplished the opposite. With 


every sip, the throbbing noises grew louder and he thought he may scream out of desperation. 


Colours swirled and blurred as his head began to pound. Nikki laid his forehead down on the bar and curled his 
fingers into his hair, as if tugged at his scalp would make the pain go away. It wouldn't, of course. Only one 
thing would make the pain go away, and even though Nikki knew what it was, the knowledge was fuzzy enough 
to be incredible. All memories from that night were fuzzy at best. That happened when one's nearly bled out 
completely. 


wvunu 


Alice had the address of the new blood's apartment scribbled on a small, bloody scrap of paper, which Jimmy 
was currently holding and glancing down at every few minutes to ensure that they were indeed where their 
newest recruit had promised he'd be. The street matched up. The apartment building had the correct street 
number. But the interior of apartment 1B was definitely empty. Dust was coating every available surface in 


gargantuan amounts. As Alice had explained, there wasn't even a smell to it. A newborn should still smell 


human during their first year. It took months for a smell to clear out so completely. Unless Jimmy's nose was 


lying, no one had set foot in apartment TB for nearly a year. 
"Fucking disgusting." Ozzy murmured, kicking an old Chinese takeout box across the room. 


"Means a lot, coming from you," Alice teased, closing the door behind himself to try and mute whatever 


conversation they may have. 


"Don't you two understand the severity of this situation? We have a new blood on the loose who could literally 
be anywhere," Jimmy growled, beginning to pace around the apartment. "He's not in here and hasn't been for a 


while. All of his essentials still seem to be here, so he left quickly. What can you figure from that?" 
Ozzy and Alice were more concerned with watching their leader pace than actually coming up with solutions. 


"He left quickly without taking anything.. The apartment is small and cramped, so he must not have much 
money. When people have no money and they drop everything to run, they end up on the streets, with family 
or with friends." Alice eventually deduced, slowly. "He doesn't have any photos of family. No trace of them 


anywhere." 
"Not a single fucking picture anywhere,’ Ozzy added, glancing around each surface for a picture frame. 


"Anyone close enough to their family to run back home to them has at least some trace of them in their 
home." Jimmy nodded thoughtfully, pausing in his pacing. "Which leaves friends or on the street. A man of pride 
wouldn't leave his home like this. Not just the dust, but the mess underneath it. The new blood has no pride. 
He'd crawl to any friend he had as quickly as possible," he pointed out, blowing away some dust from the 
notepad beside the phone. Unfortunately, the note proved to be blank, but it was obvious that something had 
been written on the pad before the sheet was torn off. "How long do you figure he's been in LA?" 


As the question had no answer, Alice and Ozzy started combing the small apartment bit by bit, keeping their 
eyes peeled for any sign of an answer. There wasn't much to comb; only three rooms in the entire place, but 


it was enough to get a start. 


"He wasn't here long enough to get fully settled. There's still two boxes in the bedroom closet," Alice reported, 
peering through the boxes carefully. "Non-essentials, so | figure he wasn't here longer than a month before he 


ran. 


"You find anything, 022?" Jimmy called to the third member of their gang, who was taking upon himself the 
arduous task of scoping out the bathroom. 


"Only a huge fucking gold mine!" Ozzy grinned, returning to the main room with his findings. "Found these behind 
the toilet." In his hands were two small packages. One unwrapped to reveal a handful of needles. Their 
cleanliness, Jimmy wasn't certain. The other package hosted a neat little baggie of fresh china white. 


"How do we always end up finding the druggies?" Jimmy murmured, mostly to Allice. 


"I'm clean now," Ozzy protested, rolling his eyes. "But the dope is a clue. Which of you would take in a friend 
who was using this quality of stuff? The new blood isn't rich enough to use it as a habit, so it's an addiction 
Even if he's a close friend, only addicts take in addicts." 


"Unless he was trying to quit," Alice mentioned. "He wouldn't leave it behind if he still needed it" 


Jimmy could see the faintest glimmer of a pout adorn Ozzy's lips at having been proven wrong, but with a new 
blood on the loose, they couldn't afford to waste time over hurt pride. 


"Whether he's using or not, the one thing we know is that he probably hasn't made it out of LA. Not with the 
money of a man with an apartment this small and an addiction this big," Jimmy declared, heading towards the 


door. 


"Ozzy, get combing the streets for the new blood. Anywhere slummy with a big heroin racket. Alice, finish up 
here. Try to find out if he's staying with a friend. Check for hidden messages everywhere, find notes, 

anything." As soon as the two had nodded their understanding, their leader flipped his dark hood over his cloud 
of raven hair, concealing eyes that were turning red with thirst. If his crew were a fraction as thirsty as he 


was, Jimmy could have rogues roaming the streets soon. The bloodlust could only wait for tradition for so long. 


He didn't tell them where he was heading, and they knew better than to ask Jimmy questions. Alice had known 
him long enough that he knew Jimmy would explain himself if he felt the need. Ozzy didn't quite know him as 


well, but he had learned not to question Jimmy a long time ago. 


wunne 


Nikki had fled from the bar to quell the pounding in his mind, but it was still there. Granted, it was heavily 
dampened, but he could still hear it. His heart was pounding along with it, albeit much faster. He was clutching 
at his chest like he could rip out the pain if he could just get past his pesky skin, but somewhere deep inside, 


he knew it was impossible. 


His heart was beating faster and faster as it prepared to finish its use forever. The blood inside his veins 


wasn't moving as fast as his heart was pumping it. Simply slowing down to an eventual complete stop. 
Nikki bit down on his hand to keep from screaming, hard enough to draw blood, but none came. 
Inside a darkened alley, with the October moon overhead, Nikki Sixx's heart ceased, 


wun 


Alice couldn't lie that he was feeling slightly bitter about having to stay and continue searching the apartment. 
He knew that it was the order of his leader for him to stay, but Ozzy had a far more interesting assignment. 


The streets were always more dangerous and interesting than a filthy apartment. Especially since he had 
already combed it twice. 


As he watched Ozzy nearly skip down the street from the seventh floor window, he sighed quietly. As more 
new bloods were recruited to the group, Jimmy seemed to pay him less and less attention Almost to the point 
that ‘right hand man seemed more like a chore instead of a pleasure. But it was supposed to be a thankless 
job. Being in charge of the most important tasks that the leader couldn't take care of. 


Clenching his teeth softly, Alice set to work on the apartment for the third time. 


When he rubbed a pencil lead over the imprints in the notepad, it only revealed the address Alice himself had 
told the new blood to get to on the October moon At least he was aware that he was supposed to be 
somewhere. He knew then, anyway. 


Ozzy was right that there wasn't a single photograph anywhere in the apartment. Nothing except a polaroid of 
what seemed to be a set of fake tits. Leave it to Jimmy to bite a pervert as well 


Once both boxes in the closet were emptied and searched through, Alice flopped onto the bed, feeling like a 
failure both to himself and his group. Jimmy and Ozzy had both depended on him to find where the new blood 
might be staying. But all he had found were a pair of jugs. A man who didn't have Jimmy Page to worry about 


would consider it a success, but all Alice could do was sulk and think. 


When nothing came to mind, he stood, fully intending to leave the apartment and declare the search a lost 
cause. That was before he spotted the answering machine stuck in a back corner, blinking a little red light 
from behind the table it must have fallen off of. If Alice's heart still worked, it would have either begun to 
race or skip a beat. But it did neither. A little red light meant a little message. A glimpse at the cassette inside 
revealed it to be true. Just enough was used up for a message to have been recorded. Alice's hands were 


practically trembling as he rewound the tape, then pressed the fateful ‘play’ button. 


wun 


If there was one place Ozzy always felt at home, no matter the town, it was the streets. He'd been a bit wary 
of having to travel away from Birmingham for the yearly meetings with the group, but he was soon to realize 
that the filthy streets were one part of Birmingham that were present everywhere. Every single city on 


Earth had an area where no self-respecting citizen would go. Lucky he wasn't a self-respecting citizen 


It was probably the reason why Jimmy had selected him to go on the prowl. Alice could look menacing, but 
deep inside, he was quite soft. Jimmy on the other hand, looked soft and cheerful, but had very nearly let 
Ozzy bleed out when he was first bitten. If he had waited much longer, Ozzy would have been just as dead as 
everyone else they hunted during the meetings. He wasn't sure if he was still alive due to Jimmy's pity or 
Alice's urging, but Ozzy was sure that he was still walking because of nothing short of a miracle. Whatever it 
was, the three had become quite close mates. After they found the new blood, they'd be a happy little 
quartet. That is, if Ozzy could track down where he might be. 


All he really had to go on was a brief description of what he could remember from the year before. Alice 
probably knew the bloke's name, but if he did, he hadn't exactly bothered to share it. It wouldn't really matter 


much. After all, on the street, no one knows anyone's name. Only reputations. 


"In the mood for dope, man?" A raspy voice asked from an alley Ozzy had just walked past. Perfect. If the new 


blood had good china white, he had to have a dealer somewhere on the streets. 
"Got any china?" Ozzy asked quietly, turning, but not lowering his hood. 
"le got better." 


"Bullshit. If you don't have any, point me to someone who does, and I'll pay you for your trouble." Money 
always got brain cells working faster. Unfortunately, all Ozzy had underneath his robes were a pair of jeans 
and trainers. No wallet to speak of whatsoever. 


"Old Deke is five blocks down. He's got the china, but it won't match mine," the voice taunted. Ozzy rolled his 
eyes under his hood and threw a quick punch to the shadowy jaw, knocking the owner of the raspy voice out 


cold. 


In a way, he was almost thankful that he had Jimmy to teach him the responsibility he lacked in his youth. In 
his teens, Ozzy would have robbed the voice owner blind, then peddled his wares or used them for himself. In 
the decades since, restraint had been the biggest lesson Jimmy taught him. It kept him from hurting anyone, 
present case excluded. Although knocking out a dealer to keep from being followed wasn't being violent for the 
sake of it, dragging his unconscious body deeper into the alley with no caution whatsoever probably was, but 
Ozzy wasn't going to lose sleep over technicalities. 


He crossed the next five blocks and, as promised, a man who could have only been Old Deke was the 
centerpoint of a semi-circle of buyers. The transactions were quick and simple, with each buyer walking away 
contentedly, seemingly not at all worried about a man in a dark robe and a hood lurking behind them. Not even 
Old Deke seemed concerned. 


"Can | interest you in some fine china?" He offered, giving a rotten-toothed grin. 


‘lm looking for someone who probably bought from you. Bit taller than me with big, black hair and the fucking 


stupidest tattoos you've ever seen" 


"I usually like to keep buyer confidentiality," Deke smirked. "I may know the guy you're talking about and | may 
not. What's in it for me?" 


"Deke, | think we both know you know him. The question is, are you going to tell me where he is or not?" 


"You've got a pretty vague description, friend. How do | know you're not trying to bust him or me?" Deke 


challenged. It was a fair question, Ozzy decided He'd need some smooth talking and quickly to keep from blowing 
everything. 


"He abandoned his apartment almost a year ago with at least a hundred dollars worth of the good stuff 
stashed away. If you help me find him alive, I'll hook you up with it. Do we have a deal or not?" It wasn't a 


monetary bribe, but it was the next best thing Ozzy could think of. 
"Prove it" 


A quick reach into his robe pockets gave Deke an eyeful of the baggie Ozzy had taken from the new blood's 


apartment. 


"The guy you're looking for is Nikki Sixx. | haven't seen him myself in a couple of months, but I've heard 
rumours about where he's hiding out,” Deke explained, eyeing Ozzy's pocket greedily, as if he thought he could 
snatch it. Ozzy sincerely hoped he wouldn't try. 


"Yeah? Where?" 


wun 


Jimmy had never gone so long without having a drink. The October moon always felt like it was further and 
further away each year. He'd been gearing up so excitedly to finally have a fourth member join the meetings, 
but instead, he was slinking around LA, trying to find the little shit who thought he was too good to do what 
he was told. The blonde's blood was a good appetizer, which somehow made the dry ache in the back of his 
throat worse. It wasn't fresh. It hadn't been pumping through veins for a couple of decades. 


Jimmy sighed and tilted his head back to judge the height of the moon A little past midnight. If all had gone 
according to plan, the new blood would have been out hunting with them already. But instead, Jimmy was 
walking the streets, discreetly sniffing everyone who passed by for even a hint of newly-turned vampire. Even 
if they had been in a room with him, they'd smell like him. But there was nothing in any bar he checked. 


Nothing in any crack house, either. 


It was getting harder and harder to ignore the thumping of beating hearts surrounding him. They were all so 
wet and virile, pumping so much blood. Jimmy licked his lips at the thought. It was nothing more than a reflex, 


saliva didn't exist in his mouth. 


If it didn't lead to the risk of a full-on rampage, Jimmy would have just decided to forget about the new blood 
and take his men on their own hunt. But somewhere on the streets, a badly tattooed young man with a giant 
puff of black hair would slowly be realizing what he was hearing in the back of his mind, and what he was 
craving to drink 


For a split second, Jimmy wasn't sure if he was catching a whiff of his target, or if he was simply wishing it 
hard enough that he thought he had. A second inhale proved his wishes to be true. The new blood was 


somewhere nearby. 


Jimmy closed his eyes in concentration, focusing all his energy on following his nose. He bumped into people, but 
didn't stop moving, even when they swore at him to watch where he was going. No time for watching. The new 
blood was too close to become distracted by people, no matter how delicious they smelled. It only grew 


stronger until it felt like it was surrounding him. 


When Jimmy finally opened his eyes, he was standing face-to-face with Ozzy, who was practically bent over 


laughing. Alice was having his own small chuckle at Jimmy's expense a couple of feet behind. 


"You haven't seen him try to concentrate, have you?" He managed to ask Ozzy. He only managed a small shake 


of his head before he nearly collapsed from laughter. 


"Knock it off, you two. What are you doing here?" Jimmy grumbled, pouting a little for being the butt of 


another joke. 


"A message on Nikki's answering machine offered him a place to stay upstairs," Alice pointed, gaining control of 
himself slowly. The ‘upstairs’ in question seemed to be the floor above a bar with a constant flow of people in 


and out. 
"You think he's still there?" Jimmy asked. 


"Old Deke the dealer seems to think so. Nikki kicked his habit a little bit after he moved. The stuff we found is 
old as fuck and almost got my ass handed to me," Ozzy admitted, rubbing the back of his neck sheepishly. 
"Besides that, when he ran, he came to stay here, and the rumour on the street is that he's doing not-too- 
savoury things with not-too-savoury people for any kind of cash. The way Deke talked, you'd think the man 


could-" 


"That's enough of that," Jimmy cut off, not particularly wanting to hear any more rumours. "He's definitely 


nearby. Can't you smell him?" 


nnn 


Nikki kept as quiet as he could when he heard his name spoken. He was the only male named Nikki who worked 
in the upstairs of the bar. ‘Bar' was a name that was fairly loose. It was basically a brothel that sold alcohol 
on the ground floor. It wasn't like he had much choice after he'd been attacked. His brain had been fuzzy for 


days afterwards. 


He remembered pacing and clutching a piece of paper with two addresses on it for about a week. He 
remembered the holes in his neck and wrists that had taken a long time to heal. He remembered the insomnia 
and the endurance that had seemingly come out of nowhere. And now, he was being tracked down by three 


guys wearing robes in the middle of LA. 


When he searched his memory long and hard, the vision of the robes came back. Three of them. All that was 
visible were their mouths. Mouths filled with his blood. It was foolish to think of the possibility. Crazy, even 


When the thought came in a fully coherent state, Nikki couldn't help but chuckle. A trio of vampires would be 
one of the lesser crazy things that had happened to him that year. 


"You looking for me?" He eventually managed to say from his spot against the alley wall. All three robed heads 
turned towards him. 


"You never showed up to the meeting, Nikki. We all got thirsty trying to find you," the tallest of the bunch 


said, in an accent Nikki recognized as British, but the area, he couldn't place. 


"You could have gone and had a drink. There's a bar next door." Nikki didn't think he had been all too funny, but 
the three of them seemed to think he was. It made Nikki smile a little. 


"We're not exactly thirsty for that. | think you know what we're in the mood for." 
"I think | might be too.." Nikki admitted, looking down at the grimy alley floor. 
"You are, new blood," one of the ones in the back said, his voice sounding much more American. 


Is your initiation night, so come with us, and we'll teach you how to fucking party!" The one who hadn't yet 
spoken offered Nikki his hand, a wide grin visible under the hood. 


Nikki had spent the year wondering what had happened the night he had gained the holes in his neck. He'd spent 
even more time during the year wondering when it was going to be over and he could leave the bar's service. 

It wasn't the best way out he had ever heard of, but by fuck, he wasn't going to allow a chance to escape slip 
through his fingers. He gripped the outstretched hand and stood. 


"Teach me to party." 


